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Doll 
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Tonight was the night. After what had seemed to Taylor like years, Dave was coming back home from touring 
with Queens of the Stone Age. Thankfully he had opted not to go on the European leg of the tour, because God 
knows how long that could take. Since Taylor had joined the band, he had never been away from Dave for more 


than a week or so - best buddies just don't do that. 

The whole band was set to meet up at a local steakhouse - Pete's - at eight that night to welcome Dave back. 
However, Chris couldn't come because Me First and the Gimme Gimmes had just booked a show in New York 
and Nate had to drive up to Washington last minute to deal with a family emergency. 


That leaves just me and him. 


It seemed like forever before Dave got home, but when it came to choosing what to wear, eight o clock rolled 


around faster than Taylor imagined. He hadn't seen his friend in months, and they were going out to a semi- 


decent dining establishment, so pulling on his normal board shorts and self-made tank top didn't feel quite right. 
Settling on slacks, a dress shirt (difficult find), and a tie, Taylor bounded into his truck and sped off to dinner. 
Driving down the highway, he couldn't help but think of their tour with Red Hot Chili Peppers a few years 


prior, where they dressed up and color-coordinated for every show, ties included. 


As eager as he was to arrive at Pete's, he couldn't quite bring himself to get out of his truck The place was 

packed, so he didn't look too noticeable sitting alone in the parking lot. He decided that he would allow himself to 
listen to one more song before going inside. Turning the radio to his favorite station, he let out a small chuckle 
when Queen's "Body Language" came through his speakers. He wondered silently if Dave had ever heard the 


song before. 

Dave. Dave must already be inside! Taylor quickly switched off the radio, straightened his tie, and swiped his 
hair from his face before deciding his friend had been waiting long enough. When he asked the host waiting at 
the door, he was informed that Grohl, party of four, was already seated in the back. He followed the young 
man through the bustling steakhouse, vaguely aware of his palms beginning to sweat. Keep it together, Hawkins 
"T!" exclaimed Dave, jumping up from his chair and catching the drummer in a bear hug. Taylor laughed, feeling 
happier than he had in a long while, and patted Dave on the back. The two sat down as the host disappeared, 
being quickly replaced by an old, redheaded waitress. 

"What'll it be tonight, boys?" she inquired, voice raspy. 

"Go ahead Dave, Chris and Nate had to cancel for a show and family reasons.” Taylor urged. 

"Really? Bummer..." he replied, turning his attention back to the waitress. "I'll have the rib-eye and a Bud." 
"Okay, and for you?" She motioned to Taylor listlessly. 

"l'Il have the rib-eye too, and a Bud Light" The waitress nodded and walked away. 


"What, trying to watch you figure?" Dave quipped, sauntering in his chair teasingly. 


"Nope, but I'm watching yours." Taylor joked back. Dave chuckled, but it was different than usual. Fuck. Was 


that kind of banter too weird for being alone at dinner? 


"So, what's the occasion?" Dave changed the subject, motioning to Taylor's outfit. Double fuck. Do most men 
get dressed up to go dine alone with their best friend? Dave was wearing worn-out jeans and a Motorhead t- 
shirt. He fought the urge to scratch his neck - Dave knew it was one of his nervous tics - and instead 


focused on his neatly-wrapped silverware. 


‘I've never been here before, just didn't know what kind of establishment it was, y'know?" Taylor laughed 
nervously, "Sometimes | don't want to scream rock and roll surfer wherever | go. | can be sophisticated, see?" 


He watched the waitress place the drinks on the table, then picked his up, pinky out. He scrunched his face up 


and put on his idea of a fancy accent. "Prim and proooper." Dave busted out laughing before taking a swig of 
his beer. 


By the time the food came out, Taylor had begun to feel more at ease. It might have had something to do 
with the bottles of Bud Light the waitress kept bringing over. Getting started on his meal, Taylor shifted his 
legs under the table, causing his feet to brush against Dave's. He immediately flinched back, worried, but when 
Dave didn't seem to take any notice, he slowly worked them back. By the time the edges of their feet met - 
something he was sure Dave didn't even take notice of - he began to feel the hairs on the back of his neck 
stand up. He quickly pulled his hand back to calm them, that damned nervous tic. 


'So..how was the tour?" Taylor asked, trying to keep the conversation light. 


‘It was fantastic! I've really missed drumming. Not that | don't like playing guitar..especially since I've found a 
drummer way better than myself” With his final comment, Dave gave a meaningful, pointed glance at Taylor. 
For the first time, the blonde allowed thoughts of how beautiful Dave's deep brown eyes were to flash 
through his mind. They matched his hair perfectly, twinkling in those intimate moments onstage where the 
crowd seemed to melt away, where it was just the band and the music. Come to think of it, it wasn't always 


the four of them - sometimes, Taylor realized, it seemed like just him and Dave... 

Pull yourself together. 

"Te" 

"Huh? Oh, sorry D. Just spacing out a bit." 

"Dude, you're bombed. | can't let you drive home like this. Here, give me your keys. I'll drive your truck to the 
lot across the street - | hear it doesn't tow - and then I'll meet you back here to drive home, ‘kay?" Taylor 
nodded, fishing his keys from his pocket and handing them over. He watched Dave's reflection leave on the 
mirrored wall behind their table before raking his fingers through his hair and shutting his eyes. What's 
happening to me? 

"Where'd your boyfriend go?" Taylor jolted forward in his chair at the voice - the redheaded waitress. 

"He's not my boyfriend!" He replied a little too defensively. 

"Whatever you say. Your friend hasn't payed his bill yet, and | don't want to deal with a dine and dash." 

"He'll be back soon" As the waitress walked sluggishly away, Taylor noticed his skin seemed to be crawling. 
Boyfriend? There was no way, no possibility of that happening. Dave was straight, and so was he..right? He 
shook the thought from his head, grabbing for his beer. When he noticed the bottle was once again empty, he 
finished off what was left of Dave's. 


"You fucker!" Dave's voice startled Taylor, who was taking his last sip. Taylor chuckled lightly, fishing around 


for his wallet. 

"l'Il pay," he insisted, "Consider it your welcome back dinner." 

"Aw T, you don't have to do that!" Dave laughed, pulling the other man up from his chair. "I do appreciate it, 
though. Thank you." Taylor was suddenly aware of the calloused hand wrapped around his bicep, ready to lead 
him from the restaurant. He nervously grabbed money from his wallet and tossed it onto the table. It was 
almost twice the cost of the meal, but Taylor was too busy trying to ignore the shockwaves being sent up his 
arm to notice. 

After being helped into Dave's car, Taylor found the lights on the highway to be blinding. He pulled a pair of 
Dave's sunglasses from the console and put them on. Closing the lid, he neglected to remove his hand from 
between them. What was he hoping for? Dave didn't drive stick, his right hand was free... 

Why was he behaving like this? He never felt this anxious around anyone, really; especially not his best friend. 
Maybe it was just the booze, but he could swear something had changed about Dave - or maybe something 
had changed about himself. He didn't have much time to ponder this, however, because they were pulling into 
his driveway. 

"Its been fun," Dave smiled, opening the car door for Taylor and helping him out, "I really missed you, bro." 

| missed you too." Taylor was slurring, head spinning for multiple reasons. 

"You're pretty fucked up, aren't you?" Dave laughed, 


"We're not even on Tour!" 


"Yeah..but at least on tour, you're there for me the next morning when | feel like shit. It would be nice if that 


were the situation tonight” fuck Did I really just say that? 
"Are you saying you want me to stay?" 


"Um..l'm not saying | would mind it" Taylor giggled nervously, realizing his proposal might sound a bit odd. "The 
guest room is all clean and shit" 


"Okay, I'll stay. Lets get you inside." Dave replied, wrapping an arm around Taylor's shoulders and leading him in 
Damn those drunken shockwaves 


Monkey Wrench 
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Taylor woke up to the sensation of a cold floor pressed up against his face. Assuming he was in the bathroom, 
he stood slowly, only to be blinded by his kitchen window. Fuck! He quickly yanked the curtains shut - actually, 
a little too quickly, causing them to come straight off the rod. Sighing, he covered his eyes with his arm and 
marched upstairs to the bathroom. 


After quickly brushing his teeth, Taylor examined himself in the mirror. He had shaved for his night with 
Dave, but stubble had already begun to grow back in. His eyes were squinted, and a crack in his kitchen tiling 
had left an embarrassing print on his cheek. His hair was tousled, no trace of a part anywhere, and sticking to 
his face. Feeling about as disheveled as he looked, he reached a hand behind the shower curtain and turned the 


water on. 


"WHOA!" came Dave's voice, shocking Taylor so much that he fell back and tripped over the toilet, "What a way 


to wake up!" 


‘Sorry, dude." Taylor's laughter at the singer's expense was met by a thick pounding through his head. He 
winced slightly. "Ugh, hungover." 


"Hopefully the worst of it was last night," Dave consoled, "| was trying to help you get your shirt off when we 
ended up in here. You were asleep by the toilet once | dozed off." 


"Thanks again, man" Taylor smiled and offered his soaking wet best friend his hand, pulling him out of the 
shower. "If you don't mind, I'm gonna hop in for a few. You can used the guest bathroom if you like, since | 


think we're supposed to be at the studio soon 


"Sounds good!" replied the brunette in a sing-song voice. How was he possibly so chipper this early in the 
morning? Taylor shook his head, removing his twisted boxer-briefs and stepping into the shower. Running 
shampoo through his matted hair, he tried to recall the events of the night before. He remembered 
everything up until about halfway through the meal. After that, most things were a bit fuzzy, but he did 
remember a few exchanges - namely, the one where the waitress had confused the two as a couple. Did they 


really appear to other people that way? 


Taylor thought back to how the two behaved the night before. Everyone hugs each other, and everyone needs 
somebody to lead their drunken ass through a restaurant now and again. Maybe it was the way Dave led him, 
tenderly holding onto his arm, letting Taylor take the lead, talking soothingly, smiling..or maybe it was the way 

Taylor reacted. Hopefully no one had seen the extent of that... 


It was the same way he was reacting now, to the thoughts of last night. He shifted self-consciously in the 
shower before realizing nobody was there to see him. He thought back to a night on tour, when he had 
brought a girl backstage. Playing with her long, chestnut hair, and feeling her body, so small against his own. 
His head dropped back and eyes snapped shut as his daydream continued. He didn't remember her name now, 


and tried really hard to recall a face. One did pop into his head, suddenly and vividly... 

That wasn't her face. He knew that face too well. What the.. 

"Tl" came Dave's voice from behind the bathroom door, his fists pounding against it. 

"Fuuuuck." Taylor mumbled, finishing and watching the water clean him off. "Yeah D?" he shouted in response. 


"Not to rush you, but we're already half an hour late!" Taylor sighed, stepping out of the shower and wrapping 
a towel up over his head. He grabbed another, which would lay nonchalantly about his waist, and walked into 
the bedroom. Dave was seated on the bed, wearing his "I <3 the Soaps" shirt and a pair of basketball shorts. 
Noticing Taylor eying him incredulously, Dave spoke up again. "I left this shirt here a while ago, but had to 


borrow a pair of pants. | hope you don't mind." 


"Not at all" Taylor couldn't help but smile - the shorts fit, but just barely. "Wait..if Nate and Chris are away, 
why did we keep the studio time for today? Did you forget about that?" 


"Nah, | got it all covered last night. | called them both; Chris' show wasn't too far away, so he's home, and 
Nate will be back in state in a few hours. You know he usually likes to do his own thing musically anyways." 
Taylor nodded in response, walking over to his closet and pulling out a pair of blue board shorts and a tank top. 
Not turning around, he was overly aware of Dave's presence in the room - and he didn't know why. The two 


had gotten changed while the other was around countless times... 


'So..is your back hurting from your night in the tub?" Taylor asked, trying to divert the attention from his 
soon-to-be-nude body. He pulled his shirt on first, willing it to hang just a bit longer, before Dave replied. 


"Yeah, it's pretty bad, but no worries T" Dressed by now, but still with a towel on his head, Taylor began to 


feel more comfortable with his normal, joking self 

"| could give you a massage, if you know what | mean" He teased, winking at the older man 

"Boy would | like that! Too bad you're dressed now! 

"Yeah. Hey, we're totally keeping Chris waiting, Shall we head out?" 

"Sounds good. I'l drop you off in the lot your truck is in, then we can meet over at the studio.” With that, 


Dave rose from the bed, knocking Taylor's towel off his head playfully before running out of the room, his 
friend hot on his heels. 


IK 
"Nice of you assholes to show up!" Chris bellowed, clearly not angry. 


"Nice of you to welcome me home!" Dave quipped, giving the other guitarist a quick hug. Taylor watched every 
move he made now. My hug last night was longer. 


"What would really be nice is if we could play some fuckin’ music!" Taylor wasn't usually the first to suggest 
it, but it was something he had really missed in the past month. Playing home alone in his basement really 
couldn't compare. With Dave picking up his guitar and an enthusiastic smile from Chris, the three began to lay 


down framework for a song. 


However, whenever Taylor would create new music, he went through stages. He always seemed to forget that 
his first stage was his loathing stage - he absolutely hated himself and felt that he couldn't drum for shit. His 
band members always tried to help him out of it, but it was just something he had to go through. Usually, he 
would get this over with drumming alone in a room, but he didn't have that luxury today. The pounding in his 


head sure wasn't helping, either. 

"You'll get it, T. Just keep trying." Dave soothed, "Shall we try again?" Taylor just grunted in reply, counting off. 
He hit the drums as hard as he could, allowing his frustration to compromise quality. Getting thrown off 
completely by a snare pattern he didn't like, he slammed his sticks down onto the set. 

"Done." Taylor grunted again. 

"Don't sweat it, Tay." Chris offered. 

"A little late." 

| agree with Chris. You'll be fine, T." Taylor rolled his eyes. 

"How do YOU know I'll be fine, David? You seem to know EVERYTHING.” Temper, Taylor. 

"| don't know everything. | do know you're gonna be okay, like usual.” 

"Oh, so you think l'm being dramatic? l'm just a stupid drummer! You got out of that phase of your life, you're 
a multimillion-dollar front man! We're all at the Dave Grohl show, are we? Is that what the whole world is for, 
huh?!" Taylor was fuming. Chris looked nervously between the two, but said nothing - probably wishing Nate 
was there as another buffer. "You just leave and go off with another band, then come back and expect 


everything to be the same..well I've got news for you, David, its not!" 


"T, you know-" Dave was cut off by the sound of Taylor's drumsticks being flung against the wall. 


"No, | don't know! | don't know ANYTHING!" Taylor was full-on screaming as he crossed the room briskly, 
getting right up in the singer's face. "Care to tell me?" Big brown eyes stared back at him, but no words to 
match. The look he got wasn't one of contempt, or one to challenge him. Please, Dave. Just fight back. Im crazy, 
| dont want to be crazy alone. 


"Fine." Taylor looked away quickly, making a beeline for the door. "I'll leave you two to your work" 


Hey, Johnny Park! 
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Tears tugged at the corner of Taylor's eyes as he slammed the door to his truck shut, stepping out onto a 
ledge that he had gotten to know fairly well. He always came here when he was upset - something about being 
able to look over a vast stretch of land below calmed him. He sat down on a large rock, feet dangling 


precariously. He allowed his mind to stay empty, if only for a few minutes, as he took in the sounds around 


him. A train's whistle could be heard in the distance, a shuffling behind him.. 


He turned quickly, scared someone would see him crying, but it was just the wind. What kind of a friend are 
you? He knew he wasn't really mad at Dave for feeling high and mighty. Hell, Taylor knew Dave was one of the 
most humble people in the world. What he was really mad about was something he couldn't quite bring himself 
to face..he had missed Dave while he had been away. He had missed him so much. 


How is fighting with your best friend going to get you anywhere? Taylor wasn't willing to admit that he wanted to 
be closer to Dave in a way that he couldn't describe. Deep down, he was fighting with Dave because he was 
afraid to allow that closeness to happen - or rather to try and make it happen, to no avail. Sighing, Taylor 
stood up and headed back to his truck. 


3 REE EK 


When he arrived home, Taylor was surprised to see Dave sitting on his front steps, asleep. Had he really been 
gone that long? He pulled into the garage, careful not to wake the sleeping man, and went to sit by him. He 
pushed a strand of Dave's hair behind his ear, but immediately drew back for fear he was crossing some sort 


of boundary. The older man shifted slightly, eyes fluttering open. 


"T?" Dave yawned, rubbing his eyes. Taylor couldn't help but notice how, even in the dim, cloudy night, his 


eyes seemed to sparkle. 
"l'm so, 80 sorry, D.." Taylor apologized, trying to mask the hurt in his voice. 


‘Its okay. | was just worried that you were leaving the band. Leaving me. You're my best friend, you know 
that?" To Taylor's surprise, but immense pleasure, Dave pulled him into a tight embrace. They sat silently on 
the porch for a few minutes, as Taylor enjoyed the soft texture of Dave's shirt and the warm, comforting 
smell that he could never describe but always recognize. "Whatever you're going through, man, we'll get you 


through it" You say that now, Dave. If you only knew.. 


Reply upon reply ran through Taylor's mind. /m going through a crush On you. You're fucking perfect. | love when 
we get fo share a four bus, how your hair looks disheveled at breakfast in the morning, sneaking up on you and 
playing practical jokes | want to trace my fingers along every inch of your hands. | want to know what your 
calluses feel Ike. | remember the nights we've spent together, both playing acoustic guitars softly in someone's 
basement. | want fo sing love songs to you, for real - corny love songs that might sound ridiculous with my 
gravelly voice and clumsy guitar playing. Please. 


At last, Taylor simply settled on, "Yeah." 


Dave wasn't finished. "You know | care about you, and so do Chris and Nate." Upon hearing the last bit, Taylor's 
head snapped back around to stare at Dave with panic. 


"Shit! | totally just left all of you. | didn't even get to see Natel Is his family okay? Did you guys keep 


rehearsing?" 


"Calm down, Tay. | talked to Nate earlier; he wasn't gonna be able to make it anyways, something was keeping 


him from coming home just yet. No, we didn't keep rehearsing. What's the point if it's only the guitarists?" 
“There's a lot of sense in that, actually." Taylor replied. 

"| suppose, but we couldn't really rehearse on your doorstep." 

"You mean, you've been here since | left?" 

Dave nodded. "Yup, I've been here the whole time." Taylor was too shocked to say anything, so Dave continued, 
"| felt really bad for what happened at the studio. | don't want you to think | feel superior to you. | don't, | 
really don't. | still love to drum, but as I've said before, there's someone who is so much better than me, and 
I'm incredibly lucky to be in a band with him." 

"Fucking Nate," Taylor grumbled jokingly. Dave punched him in the arm, and the two sat in silence for a while. 
The moon had begun to peak through the clouds, and Taylor couldn't help but realize he hadn't taken time to 
appreciate its beauty in a long time. It seemed that everything had a newfound beauty lately.. 


He looked up when he heard the front door open. Apparently, Dave had gone inside without Taylor realizing, and 
now he was returning with two cold beers. "Still kinda hot out, even this late," he offered 


"Yeah," Taylor leaned back on the porch. Putting his hands behind him for support, he nearly jumped when he 
realized his right hand had landed right on Dave's left. 


"Ew, cooties!" Dave crumpled up his face, shaking his hand. Taylor laughed, but it wasn't exactly convincing. 


Everythings a joke. Everything's always a fucking joke with him, 


"You know, man, we should go do something. | kinda want to give Nate a little coming home surprise.” 


"Even though he wasn't there for mine?" 
"| think he's going through something a little more difficult now, Dave." 
"True. Damn, | wanted to do something funny, but that would probably be inappropriate." 


"Yeah, | guess the ‘Nate has a meaty butt banner will have to wait until a later date." Getting up from the 
stairs, Taylor put his hands on his hips and shook his ass as best he could. 


"You crack me up, Hawkins!" Dave laughed, "You know what we haven't done in a while?" 

"Bone?" Taylor winked, shaking a different part of his body now. 

"That too," Dave joked, “but | was thinking of those nights the two of us would go out and just do completely 
unnecessary, stupid stuff" Taylor thought back to the night where they sat on Nate's first-floor roof, rapping 
at his window louder and louder until he woke up, then quickly hiding until he finally came outside to investigate. 
He had looked Taylor's way first, and nearly jumped out of his skin when Taylor popped out from against the 


wall. Of course, that was the perfect time for Dave to come up and grab him from behind.. 


"Let's do it!" Taylor replied enthusiastically. That was one of his favorite things about Dave - the two were 
both total pranksters with the same sense of humor. 


"Sounds good! I'm beat right now, though, so we'll meet up at my place tomorrow night around ten?" 


"IIl be there." Hs a date. 


My Poor Brain 
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"What the fuck are you wearing, dude?" Taylor laughed, slamming the door to his truck shut and staring at his 
best friend Dave was standing at the top of his driveway wearing what he normally would, along with glasses 
he insisted were "night-vision goggles," a sports bra on top of his shirt, and a small duck floatation device 


around his waist. 
"Gotta be prepared, Hawkins!" 
"Where did you even.? 


"Goggles and floaty from when my sister brought her kids over, bra from my Nirvana days." Dave explained, 
happy to see Taylor was still in a good mood. He had been really worried after what had happened at the 
studio, especially because he thought he caught a glimpse of a tear or two in Tay's eyes as he left - and he 
NEVER cries. 


"So, what are we gonna do?" 
"You mean after you take that ridiculous stuff off?" 
"Nope, it's staying. Let's drive over to Chris' house." 


It was only about a ten minute drive, but the AC was broken in Dave's car and Taylor felt as if he was dying. 
He peeled his sweaty shirt off and threw it into the back seat. He would've been content to run around in his 
underwear if he'd actually taken the time to put a pair on today, but no such luck. Pulling into the driveway, 
Taylor couldn't help but notice all the lights were off. 


"| don't think Chris is home...” 


"I know. Let's go." Dave responded with a sly smile, stepping into the driveway. Taylor was never one to 
question things like this, so he followed suit. The two men walked around to the back of the house, removing 
the screen covering the laundry room window that Chris kept as an emergency entrance - which was smart, 
seeing as Chris had a habit of spacing out on occasion. That's also why he was so fun to mess with. They 
clambered inside, Taylor banging his leg on the washing machine. Scowling, he watched as Dave turned over the 


laundry basket in the corner. 


"Okay, | gotta know..what are you doing?" Taylor asked. 


"I know it sounds stupid, but wouldn't it be fun if we like, turned over a bunch of stuff in Shifty's house and 
waited for him to find it? He'd be so confused because there would be no damage done and he wouldn't know 
who did it or why! And then he'd be finding the smaller things for months.." Taylor laughed and shook his head. 


Dave really was stupid sometimes, but he had to admit, it was kinda funny. 


"lm in Let's gol" The two bounded out of the room, running through the house with an excitement that can 
only be brought about by harmless child-like pranks. After getting to a coffee pot, a pair of shoes, an empty 
ashtray, a hamper, a toothbrush, shampoo bottles, and a lampshade, Taylor fixed his eyes on the small glass 
coffee table in the middle of the living room. He quickly ran over to it, pulled his pants down, and sat on it. 


"What the fuck, dude!" Dave ran into the room, laughing hysterically. 


"Just wanted to leave my mark!" Taylor pulled his pants back up and turned around to admire his handiwork. He 
smiled triumphantly down at the foggy butt-print before following Dave back to the laundry room to leave - 
even though he wasn't sure why they couldn't just go out the back door. 


"Where is Chris anyway, D?" 


"Me First and the Gimme Gimmes got asked to play a few more last minute shows. Next thing you know, 
they're going to be the new Beatles!" Dave joked. Taylor knew Dave didn't say it out of jealousy; Dave wasn't 
the type to get jealous over that sort of thing. The nicest man in rock and roll. Would he get jealous in a 
relationship? That could be slightly endearing.. 


"Fuck!" Taylor yelled, seemingly out of nowhere. Dave had already climbed out the window, and was watching as 
Taylor flung open the dryer door and stuffed himself in, nonchalantly pulling out a cigarette. Crazy thoughts 


lead to crazy actions. 

"Get out of there you dust bunny!" 

"Bet you wish | was a playboy bunny.’ 

"You've certainly got the silky hair for it" 

"Why, David, it seems you must spend a lot of time focusing on my hair," Taylor taunted, finishing his 
cigarette and un-cramping himself from the dryer, "Where to next?" Before Dave even had a chance to 
respond, Taylor spoke up again, "Oh, | know! Let me out then follow me." 

Taylor led his friend over a few fences - which neither of them seemed to be very skilled at scaling - and 
into a backyard with an old shed, large deck, and in-ground pool. Tossing his shirt onto the ground, Taylor dove 


in, his usual board shorts fitting the situation perfectly. He surfaced at the other end of the pool and shook 


the wet hair from his eyes. "C'mon, Disco!" 


"| don't have the advantage of wearing board shorts twenty-four seven. How'd you even know these people 


have a pool?" 


"| didn't," Taylor smiled, "But | figured if we hopped into enough backyards we'd find one eventually. Now stop 
being a baby and get in" 


"If you insist." To Taylor's surprise, Dave stripped completely naked before jumping in. It was all he could do to 
focus on the small ladder leading out of the pool instead of his companion, who was swimming around like he 
wasn't self-conscious at all. That's usually my job Why do I suddenly wish | was wearing more than board shorts? 


Don't be stupid God damnit. God fucking damnit: 
"Wake up, moron!" Dave laughed, splashing Taylor in the face. 


"Dick!" Taylor retorted, sending a large splash back. Dave ducked back underwater, swimming away, but he was 
no match for Taylor in the water. 


Right as Taylor caught him by the leg, the porch light jolted on. An old woman in a floor-length robe stepped 
outside, eyes going wide. She reached for the glasses hanging on a lanyard around her neck and screamed for 


her husband, but before he arrived, the younger men were gone. 


Running the opposite way down the street, Dave almost tripped trying to get his pants back on. "Oh, shit!" he 
exclaimed, pointing at the wet trail following Taylor down the paved road. Realizing they had to go somewhere 
un-trackable, the two bolted into the woods on the other side of the street and ran until Dave had to stop, 
hands on his knees, panting. Once he caught his breath, he doubled over again - this time in laughter. 


"We really are idiots, man" Taylor chuckled, plopping down in the grass. Dave fell next to him, and Taylor had 
trouble fighting off the urge to take his hand. Do if. Just do it, Taylor. 


Instead, Taylor looked up at the sky. As foggy as everything was in his head, the night remained clear. Why 


was it never this hard for Dave? Or..was it? 


"Hey, Dave?" They had been laying in silence for longer than Taylor thought - and when he got no response, he 
rolled over to find his best friend asleep by his side. Though Taylor didn't want them to get caught hiding, he 
figured they were far enough into the woods to last the night. Besides, he didn't have the heart to wake the 
older man. His dark hair fell over his face, arms tucked into his chest. Taylor reached out, stroking his cheek 


gently, before drawing back quickly. 
Taylor didn't have to worry about waking up to police standing over him - there was no way he was getting 
any sleep. Aside from the overwhelming urge to protect and watch over his bandmate, he wouldn't want to 


waste any time asleep when he could be enjoying this moment, with Dave close enough to hold. 


Not that | would Right? 


